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GOLDEN KEYS 


A bunch of golden keys is mine, 

lo make each day with gladness shine. 
“Good Morning” is the golden key 
That unlocks every day for me. 

When evening comes, “Good N'ght™ say, 
And close the door of each glad day. 
When at the table, “If you please,” 

I take from off my bunch of keys 
When friends give anything to me, 

I use the little “thank you” key. 
“Excuse me,” “Beg your pardon,”’ too, 
When a careless thing I do; 
Or, if unkindly harm I’ve given, 

With “Forgive I shall be forgiven. 
On a golden ring these keys I'll bind: 
[h's is its motto, “Be Ye Kind.” 

I'll often use each golden key, 


And then a child polite I'll be. 


Selec ted. 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription 

1 want to visit you every month, for | have many good things in 
store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do rot send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you ‘just as soon a: you 
receive the notice 

Yours in Love and Truth, 


WEE WISDOM. Tenth and Tracy Ave, Kansas City, Me 
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JAMIE’S THOUGHT GARDEN AND HOW 
HE MADE IT 


Chapter II] 
T WAS a doleful little figure that humped 


itself up on a coil of garden hose in the June 
twilight, and a very quavery little voice that 
said: ‘‘My heart is aching, Uncle Max. It’s 
aching for my mamma.” 

Uncle Max would have liked to take the 
owner of the quavery voice on his knee and 
pet him as doleful little boys have a right to 
be petted, but he knew that some heartaches get worse if 
too much is made of them, so instead he answered quite 
cheerfully: ‘“‘That so, son? It’s a miserable feeling, I 
know, for I’ve had my heart ache for my mamma before 
now. My mamma was your mamma’s mamma, you know, 
and such a nice one she was; pretty and bright and very 
fond of flowers. It’s lucky, though, that your mamma 
doesn’t like roses, isn’t it?”’ 

““My mamma does like roses,’ protested Jamie vigor- 
ously. ‘‘She likes them most better than me.” 

“Does she, now?” exclaimed Uncle Max in a sur- 
prised tone. “Then I suppose she will be rather disap- 
pointed that we didn’t raise a few more of those bright ones 
in that thought garden we are fixing up for her.” 

“Oh, I forgot about the red rose of courage,” cried 
Jamie, springing up. “Course I'll have to plant some of 
those. But I didn’t really cry, did I, Uncle Max?” 

“Not a bit of it; and that shows that your courage 
roses are already planted and only need pruning up a little. 
I saw you tending one bush yesterday, when Howard 
Jennings and the other boys were here.” 

“T didn’t feel cry-ey then; I just felt kind of ’shamed.” 
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“*Yes, I saw the peony blossoms in your cheeks; but you 
were standing there with your back to the tree like a real 
major; what was that for>”’ 

“Why, I wasn’t going to have Leslie climbing up and 
*sturbing that little mamma bird, ’cause I knew she was 
awful busy just now. The boys laughed, and that made 
my face feel hot, but—” 

““But that only made your red rose of courage take 
firmer root. It’s a first-rate kind of bravery, Jamie, that 
isn’t afraid of being laughed at. And I like the way you 
stood your ground before the larger boys and didn’t let 
them push‘ you out of the way.” 

“Well, you see, I know God wouldn’t want that little 
blue bird scared, "cause she has just as good a right to 
hatch little speckled eggs as any kind; so when I said they 
mustn't climb up I felt awful tall, Uncle Max, and so big 
and strong that I could ’most lick Leslie and Howard both.” 

“‘That’s like Sir Galahad of the Round Table. His 
“strength was as the strength of ten, because his heart was 
pure.” It always makes people stronger to have a pure, 
unselfish purpose in their actions. They don’t waste their 
strength then in doing foolish things, because the white rose 
of wisdom is in their thought gardens. Purity, wisdom and 
strength grow together on one stem, like this pretty cluster, 
and there are hardly ever any thorns of harsh deeds, like 
‘lickings,’ growing along with them. You see you didn’t 
have to ‘lick’ the boys; even though you felt strong enough, 
because they saw that you were right about the blue bird.” 

“T guess their wisdom rose got to blossoming,” said 
Jamie. ‘“‘Now I ought to have some pink roses. My 
mamma would like them, I know.” 

“I think she'll like them well enough to kiss them,” 
smiled Uncle Max, pinching Jamie’s plump little cheek. 
“*Pink roses mean health, and they seem to be just growing 
all over you, if I am any judge. I believe Mrs. Flynn 
thinks so too, by that big piece of shortcake she gave you 
for dinner tonight.” 

Jamie smacked his lips at the recollection. 

“‘Mrs. Flynn is lots nicer than she looks,” he said. 
““*T guess she is a mignonette, isn’t she? They aren’t very 
pretty flowers, but they’re nice to have around. I’m glad 


I’m not stomach-achy like Leslie, ‘cause I like shortcake.” 
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‘Perhaps Leslie liked it, too, and forgot to let the 
rose of wisdom tell him when he had enough. Health roses 
depend so much on the other flowers in our thought gardens, 
Jamie. If we raise sweet blossoms of love and hope and 
courage and wisdom, and no ugly weeds of fear or discon- 
tent or unkindness, we are pretty sure to keep health roses 
blooming in our cheeks.” 

“Oh, what a pretty yellow rose!”’ cried the little boy 
just then, as Uncle Max began training a rambler upon its 
trellis. ‘I hope I have one like that.” 

Uncle Max tucked a long spray into place and then 
stopped to pull a card out of his pocket. “Reading, 97; 
spelling, 96; writing, 94; language, 93; numbers, 98; 
attendance, 100; deportment, 100;” he read. “That is a 
splendid school report, I’m sure, and this last month you've 
made a good friend out of a boy you didn’t like, so I think 
the golden-hearted rose of success has a fine start in your 
thought garden.” 

Jamie dimpled happily under this praise. 

“T’m just full of rose bushes,” he laughed. ‘“‘Courage, 
wisdom, health, success,” he counted off on his short fingers. 
“I’m not going to let any briars grow on them at all. I’m 
always going to ‘spire people, like Miss Fay says you do.” 

Uncle Max turned around inquiringly. 

“Why, she said poets always ‘spire folks to be good, 
and she thinks Howard Jennings is lovely now, and I told 
her it was love pinks that did it.” 

Two red peonies blossomed swiftly in Uncle Max’s 
cheeks as he bent to gather up the hose. ‘‘So you told her it 
was love pinks that made Howard behave himself,” he 
answered. ‘Did you happen to mention whose love pinks >” 

““Of course she knew they were mine,” smiled Jamie. 

““Of course,” answered Uncle Max, drawing the little 
lad under his arm as they turned toward the house. 

(To be continued.) 


*“Whoever you are, be noble; 
Whatever you do, do well; 
Whenever you speak, speak kindly, 
Give joy wherever you dwell.” 
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THE RABBITS’ SURPRISE 
E.Lton M. Epwarps 


Once upon a time there was a little girl named Gladis. 
She had some rabbits and chickens which she liked very 
much. They had many good times playing together. 

One day, near Easter, she was out in the yard with her 
mother. They were talking of Easter and how much it 
meant to the world this year. There really wasn’t any 
death, and ‘‘God the good was all there really was.” 

After they talked quite awhile the mother told her to 
run and play. 

Soon Gladis’ father came home and he went out for a 
walk with her mother. They planned where they were 
going to hide the Easter eggs. They whispered so low they 
thought no one heard them. But one of the rabbits heard, 
and it ran back to tell the other rabbits of the beautiful 
surprise he had planned for Gladis. 

The Bunny’s name is “Smile Ups.” He knew the 
rabbit family were going to have some little baby rabbits for 
Easter, and so he also knew how pleased Gladis would be. 
So all together they decided to have some dear little rabbits 
in the nest for Easter. 

The night before Easter when Gladis’ Mother and 
father went to the nest to hide the Easter eggs, what do you 
suppose they found? Real live, little bunnies. And they 
were as much surprised as was Gladis when she found 
them early Easter morning. 

She was so happy she wanted everybody to enjoy them, 
so she had an Easter party, and invited in all of her little 
playmates. 


THE DAISY 
Wake up, little daisy, the summer is nigh, 
The dear little robin is up in the sky, 
The snowdrop and crocus were never so slow, 
Then wake, little daisy, and hasten to grow. 


Now hark, little daisy, I'll tell you what’s said, 

The lark thinks you’re lazy and love your warm bed; 

But I'll not believe it, for now I can see 

Your bright little eye winking softly at me. 
—Selected. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month be- 
fore the date of issue. 


Dear Boosters: 


Our Royal, Secretary, is so busy selling Victory Bonds 
just at present that he has no time to spare to write you this 
month. 


West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wisdom-—Spring has come at last. We had a regular 
thunder storm in the night, but it didn’t last long. I have fixed our 
little hotbed all ready to plant radishes and lettuce. Martha Turner's 
brother came back safely from France. He had a horse shot from 
under him. He went over with the Canadians and he certainly looks 
nice in his uniform. The few that were left of his regiment were 
given medals by King George, but he is too modest to wear his—he 
carries it shut up in a box in his pocket. Why don’t we see more 

accounts of the Boosters doing healing? Goodbye, 
Ernest P. Baltzell, 1. H. S. Club. 


Philadelphia, Pa. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Enclosed you will find a money order for 
five dollars to use in any way that you may desire to help you along. 
I am willing to pay the advance in the subscription price whenever 
you desire to change the same. Yours sincerely, Eliza L. Sleater. 


Wee Wisdom is grateful to Eliza Sleater for her gen- 
erous love-gift, which will pay her traveling expenses to the 
homes of several other boys and girls. May you be blessed 
in your giving. 
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Pelham Heights, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you, although you 
have been a visitor in my home for three years. Mrs. Weidhass paid 
your traveling expenses for two years as a birthday present to me, and 
I liked you so much that I sent your traveling expenses for the next 
year. I am eleven years old and in the sixth grade. Your faithful 
reader, Janet Whitenock. 


Denver, Colo. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have a water-spaniel dog. His name is 
Buster and he is a very pretty little black and white dog. I am in 
the third grade at the Edison School. We go up to the mountains 
every summer. My grandmother and grandfather live in New 
Mexico. Yours in Truth, Garland Lucile Prather. 


Mobile, Ala. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—You have been visiting me for a year and 
a half, and I love you. I say the “Prayer of Faith” every night when 
I go to bed. I go to the University Military School. I am in the 
fourth grade, and am nine years young. My birthday is the same day 
of General Pershing’s. 1 wrote him congratulations and he sent me a 
card in return which said, “General Pershing appreciates your greet- 
ings and extends to you the compliments of the season.” It has a 
gold rim and a flag in the corner. I am sending you a little story 
written by me. 

THE BEE’S WEDDING 

It was Spring in fairyland where fairy Jim lived. The bees were 
having a wedding and the Bee Minister was saying, “O great, strong 
stone Jono, whom no one can break, let these people be happy.” 
Jim immediately said, ‘“‘No one but the good All Father God can 
do that,” so the Bee Minister always says now, “Dear Father God, 
please make the people happy.” It is always happy there now. 

Will you please pray for me, as I know your prayers will make me 
well? Yours truly, Depew Meredith. 


Depew has written a good story, for it points out that 
we mustn’t look to anyone but God for all things. Let us 
all help him to know that “God is his health, he can’t be 
SICK. 

St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am one of your readers. I have some 
faults I want to overcome. I am slow in doing what I am told, and 
my brother and I don’t always get along well together. Please help 
me, dear Wee Wisdom, because I do want to be a good boy. I am 
ten years old. Yours truly, Harvey F. Fisher. 


You are doing the most important part in wanting to 
be good, Harvey. Here is a thought that will help you: 
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“T am God’s loving, obedient child, filled with His Spirit 


of promptness and kindness.” 
Thornton, N. H. 

Dear Boosters—On February 14th, 1919, we gave a Valentine 
Entertainment to our parents and near neighbors. We also sent to 
other people in the town, home-made valentines, paper carnations, 
jumping-jacks and other tokens of love. Our entertainment was a 
success and the proceeds paid for our pins and gave us something in 
the treasury besides. Our President belonged to a Liberty Bell Bird 
Club and she asked us to join with her, which we did, and we de- 
cided to talk about the birds at our Booster meetings. Our subject 
was Woodpeckers. Each member was given a note book to write any 
notes they wished about the birds. Ruth Horner read a story out of 
Little Folks magazine, “What Mary Margery Found on the Door 
Step.” Evelyn Merrill read a story out of Wee Wisdom, “Margaret's 
Love for the Birds,” and Lena Wyman read a poem, “The Red 
Headed Woodpecker.” All the Boosters were present and answered 
to roll call by giving memory verses. We closed the meeting with 
singing and mottoes. The subject for our next meeting is “The Red 
Winged Blackbird and the Purple Grackle.” We were asked which 
we liked best, stories or letters—there isn’t any choice, but we do 
wish Wee Wisdom would grow large enough for both. Love to all 
the Boosters. Evelyn J. Merrill, Sec., S. B. B. Club. 


Evelyn has sent us a splendid report of her club meet- 
ings, and there are some good suggestions here for other 
clubs who care to follow them. 


Crooked Bank Post, Man. 
Dear Mrs. Farries—Thanks very much for the little books, Wee 
Wisdom. I like them very much and we have read about all the 
letters in one of them, but the other one I have only glanced over. 


Maudie Ray. 


We have a good letter from Florence Hazard, of St. 
Louis. She says she likes stories and poems for Wee Wis- 
dom, but she likes the letters too, and she wants to know 
what has become of Sir Smile-Ups, that he has been absent 


for a few times. 


Let us all help Lillian Kendrick, of Etna, Pa., to know 
that the wonderful power which creates can also restore her. 
Declare every day Lillian that this Power in the midst of 
you is mighty to quicken, to strengthen and to heal. 


Wesley Treaster, of Columbus, Ohio, writes that he 
thinks geography tests are “‘as easy as pie.” Good for 
you, Wesley; don’t make your tests hard by dreading them. 


WEE WISDOM 
Hollyburn, B. C., Canada. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy your visits very much. You came in 
March along with all the little Spring things. I have been writing a 
list of these things for my teacher and I will put a copy of my list in 
here: Robins, pussy-willows, Bluebird’s song, salmon berries in 
bloom, huckle-berry blossoms, dandelions, skunk cabbage, wild cur- 
rants in bloom, catkins on the alders, bursting leaf buds on the elder- 
berry bushes. The equinox, March 2Ist. Froggies’ concerts, maples 
budding, frog eggs, bees, leaves coming on the blackberry vines, and 
the strong winds that make the boats rock. It takes just half an hour 
to go on a little ferry boat to Vancouver, and the winds keep the 
boats rocking these days. Goodbye, Mario Pollard. 

Amity, Ore. 

Dear Wees—This is 
a picture of my grand- 
pa Branch, my brother 
Benny and me. My 
grandpa is seventy-five 
years young and his- 
birthday and brother 
Benny’s are the same 
day, so grandpa says 
Benny is his birthday 
present. Their birthday 
is the 15th of April and 
every year we have such 
a jolly time on that day. 
Grandpa would be a 
good Booster for he is 
full of fun, and says he is always well, and never sick. I am en- 
closing the money for a pin for Benny who wishes to become a 
Booster. Your truly, ‘Sara Tompkins. 


Here’s a royal welcome for Sara, Benny, and Grand- 
pa. Let us make Grandpa Branch an honorary member of 
Boosters, what do you say? See what he thinks of that, 

ara. 


Detroit, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have been visiting me for quite a while. 
I go to the New Thought Sunday School. There are about twenty- 
four children go there. Mrs. Fair is my teacher. I just feel delight- 
ful when I go there. I knew a little girl who was sick. I taught her 
the Prayer of Faith, and she is well now, and she says she loves me 
for making her well. But I told her I was not the one, but it was 
God through me who showed her how to get well. I think Seigel 
Cromas wrote a good story in Wee Wisdom. I wish she would write 
to me. With love to all the Boosters from Irene Parker. 
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Ottawa, Ont., Canada. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You visit me every month and | like you 
very much. A lot of people are getting the mumps, but we are trust- 
ing God and we know that none of our family will get them. The 
other day I felt my glands swelling and | said nothing to anybody, but 
just repeated silently: ‘God reigns within me and God is health, 
therefore I cannot be sick.” Almost instantly I was quite well. I am 
nine years old and in the fourth grade. I was glad to see our names 
and to know that we are now Boosters. I am sending money for a 
pin and a love-offering from my sister Doris, and me. Sincerely 
yours, Robert Peel. 
Wee Wisdom returns thanks to Robert and Doris for 
the love-offering. Isn’t it splendid to see how Robert has 
proved the truth of the Prayer of Faith? 


Donald Rosencrantz, 411 Orchard St., Cranford, N. 


J., asks that some of the Boosters write to him. 


Ruth E. Murray, of Chester, Mont., writes that she 
has read the first chapter of John clear through, and she is 
only seven years old. How many of the bigger Boosters 
can say as much? 


Just see the smiling faces of the new Boosters this 
month! My! but they are a happy looking bunch. Will 
each one please answer to roll call> May, Lillias, Alice 
and Margaret Grierson, Laurine and Nan Parson, Etheleen 
Long, Rosamond Jones, Louise Westover, Julia V. Cook- 
man, Augusta C. Dixon, La Verne Stewart. 


Augusta Dixon sends a story, ‘““The Rose Maiden,” 
which we will not have room to print this month. 


Idona Willden, La Sal, Utah, would like to hear from 
some of the Boosters. 
Los Angeles, ‘Cal. 

Dear Royal—lIt is a long time since we sent you a story. We 
love Wee Wisdom and wish every one knew and loved the Truth. 
Every Saturday morning we go to Mrs. Carter's and Miss Grace 
Wilson’s class for children. Your little friends 

John Willis and Elton Edwards. 

Once upon a time there was a little boy named Jack. 

Day after day he went up in the hills to gather wild walnuts. Soon 
he gathered so many he did not know what to do with them. 

Each Sunday as he went down to Sunday School he noticed so 
many newsboys which seemed so cold and hungry. He felt sorry for 
them and wondered how he could help them. 

Just then a thought came to his mind: I bet you don’t know what 
it was? He was thinking of his wild walnuts that he had gathered. 
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He went home and filled a sack with the nuts, in the side of the 
sack he put a Wee Wisdom, on the Wee Wisdom he wrote an invi- 
tation asking them to come to “The Home of Truth Sunday School,” 
also telling them to come to the Saturday morning story hour. 

Each time he went down town he took some nuts and a Wee Wis- 
dom and gave it to some child he saw. 

Always before he left the house he asked God to lead him to the 
right child, and he always blessed the nuts as he put them in the sack. 

One Sunday a newsboy was standing on the corner. He looked as 
if he needed some one to help him. Jack went up to him and asked 
him if he wanted some nuts. He said he did. Then he told Jack 
how his mother was so very sick, and that he had no money to get 
her what she needed. 

Just then his car was coming, so Jack told him he knew his mother 
would be all right, and left him. 

The little boy whose name was James started for home. When he 
opened the bag he found the Wee Wisdom, and the-first thing he 
saw was the prayer, “God is my help in every need.” He read it 
to his mother and he said he was going to the Sunday School that 
believed that way, And he did. 

The mother was so glad to know she did not have to be sick, and 
she was soon well and strong. 

Your little friend John Willis Edwards. 

P. S.—This is a true story—]. W. E. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I enclose this letter to let you see how much 
you are appreciated in the North at Hudson’s Bay. Maudie and her 
sister Kasba, and two brothers, father and mother, live quite alone, 
with only a few Indians near by as neighbors, in an unsettled part of 
the country, about five miles from Y. F., amid the green woods. 
Maudie surely appreciates Wee Wisdom, which I send her. We are 
all about one hundred and six miles from the railway. With best 
wishes, Mrs. Richard Farries. 


Greenwood, Miss. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—It has been more than a year since | wrote 
you from: Water Valley, Miss. My home is at French Camp, Miss., 
where the Red Bird Club used to be. I was out there last week, but 
they have no club there now. I, the Secretary, and Alibell Braswell, 
President, and several of the other members moved away, so the rest 
gave up the club. There are no Boosters here that I know of. I have 
my club pin and take Wee Wisdom too. I can’t see how I would do 
without it. We have all the Unity literature at our house we can 
read. I am sure all the Boosters will be in favor of a larger Wee 
Wisdom; I sure am, and | am sending with this an extra fifty cents 
on my subscription. We did not have any one to look at our tongues 
and take our temperatures, as they did where Earnest goes to school. 
Several people said we would have the flu, but we didn’t have it for 
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we know that God is our health. Mamma and I are both vegetarians. 
We have not eaten flesh of any kind since we first learned of the 
Truth about three years ago. Let's all have a “Thought Garden” 
like Jamie’s. Best wishes for a happy Easter to all. 

Thelma Hardin. 
Wee Wisdom certainly appreciates the extra fifty cents, 
Thelma, and she rejoices because you approve of her con- 
templated growth. You have written a letter that all the 
Boosters will enjoy. Woodland, Wash. 

_ Dear Royal—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I will be nine years 
old soon. I love the little busy bee who gathers the sweet honey for 
me, and I like its sweet song of “buzz, buzz, buzz.” They buzz all 
the happy day long, don’t they? We thank God for our grandpa 
who likes to take care of the bees. I live on a farm. My grandma 
has a prosperity bank and we are saving nickles and dimes to pay 
Wee Wisdom’s traveling expenses, and I want to pay her traveling 
expenses to a friend in Salt Lake too. Then I will save again and 
send Wee Wisdom to a friend here. Good bye, with love from 

Bonita Helen King. 


THE MORNING CALLS 
Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 
The humming-bird is swinging above my lily tall, 
The —e- comes every day, to make his morning 
call. 
He flutters, flutters, flutters above a lilac spray, 
And seems to murmur, “Come, boy, come, ‘tis such a 
pleasant day.” 


The sunny brook is calling, beyond the meadow fair, 
“Oh, darling, come and sing with me, a happy little air, 
*Tis I need your accompaniment, as well as all the rest, 

~ Then I will whisper, ‘Do not touch, but see the hang-bird’s 
nest.” 


There are so many cheery things to make the morning sweet, 

But we most need a lad like you, to have the day complete. 

Come pluck the pretty hair-bells that grow beside my stream, 

The ferns that cuddle at my side are like those in your 
dream. 


Come, merry little boykin and let us hear you shout, 

The morning calls, “Oh, quickly come, ’tis time that you 
came out. 

Another treasure I must have, to show that this is day, 

So little lad, dear, hasten now, we need you in our play.” 


Lesson 6, SUNDAY May I], 1919. 
SIN AND ITS CONSEQUENCES.—Gen. 3:1-13. 


Gotpen TExt—“The wages of sin is death; but the free gift of 
God is eternal life in Christ Jesus our Lord.’—Rom. 6:23. 


(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 


Here is a lesson on obedience, showing how easy it is to be tempted 
by the serpent. The serpent represents that in us which often tells us 
certain things are right for us to do, even though the “still, small 
voice” bids us not do them. This is our opportunity to show that we 
are master over ourselves and our desires. “Greater is he that ruleth 
his own spirit, than he that taketh a city.” You can see the result of 
the disobedience of Adam and Eve, and now it has come to us to 
regain what they lost, through coming back to perfect obedience. We 
are not to listen to the voice of the sense man who tells us to do just 
what we think we want to do, but we are to be guided by the Voice of 
Wisdom, which leads us to do that which is good for us to do. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

What are some of the temptations we meet in our garden? To 
think unkind thoughts, either about ourselves or others. To get angry, 
etc. 

How should we meet this? We should deny them, pull them up 
as we would weeds in a perfect garden. 

What would be the result? We would have a perfect mind- 
garden, where only beautiful thought-flowers grow and bloom. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE Lesson—Through obedience I am 
restored to the Christ Garden.” 


Lesson 7, SuNDay, May 18, 1919. 

THE GRACE OF GOD.—Eph. 2:4-10; Titus 2:11-14. 

GotpEN Text—We shall be saved through the grace of the Lord 
Jesus. 

(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 

This lesson shows us that it is not necessary to make such hard 
work of reaching God, for all the time he is right within our reach, 
only waiting for us tc -cognize him. Oftentimes in our anxiety to 
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find God, whom we believe to be away off and out of reach, we fail 
to receive the blessings he has in store for us. This is because we are 
so anxious in our search that we fail to make ourselves receptive to 
what he is giving us. Have you ever misplaced anything and searched 
and searched for it a long time, only to find it very close to you after 
all>? That is the way with our search for God. It is not necessary to 
pray long or loud to attract his attention, but the tiniest kind act we do, 
or the tiniest kind thought we think, finds him speedily. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

Do we find God only within ourselves? No. There is no place 
where God is not. 

Do we find God by long and loud praying? No. “Be still and 
know that I am God.” 

Is God only with us when everything is bright and happy? God 
is Omnipresence, therefore he is with us in time of trouble as well as 
Joy. 

HeELPpruL THOUGHT FROM THE Lesson—“Thou art always with 
me. 


Lesson 8, SuNDay, May 25, 1919. 
REPENTANCE.—Jonah 3:1-10. 


Text—“Repent ye, and believe in the gospel.”—Mark 
1:15. 


(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 


Suppose you were going to plant a beautiful garden, and ex- 
pected to produce beautiful, fragrant flowers. You wouldn't plant 
onions and expect to gather roses, would you? You would expect to 
gather just what you planted, and so it is with our mind-gardens. If 
we sow there harsh, unforgiving thoughts, we won't reap love and for- 
giveness. But suppose we have put into our gardens something we 
don’t want there—then we must pull it up and plant something else in 
its place. This is repentance. If we have sent out an unkind thought 
or a thought of “getting even” with someone, then we must immediately 
pull it up, root and branch and plant a big seed of Love in its place— 
then we will reap loving kindness. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

If we sow sweet peas in our gardens, shall we get pansies? No. 
We shall get just exactly what we sow. 

Give some good seeds to plant in our gardens. 

Is there any difference in the result of thinking evil than in doing 
evil? No, for thoughts are things and each one brings a result ac- 
cording to its kind. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—The mercy and loving- 
kindness of God dissolves every thought of condemnation. 
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Lesson 9, SUNDAY, JUNE I, 1919. 
FAITH: WHAT IT IS AND WHAT IT DOES.—Hebrews 
11:1-10; 12:1-2. 
GoLpEN Text—"“Believe in God, believe also in me.” 
(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 

This lesson tells us all about the wonderful things Faith will do. 
Do you remember the story of Alladin’s Lamp—how it produced 
everything its owner desired? Did it ever occur to you that your 
Alladin's Lamp is Faith? Faith in God will produce wonderful 
results. If it is health or prosperity you want, just rub your Alladin’s 
Lamp of Faith, and see what results you get. Suppose you want to 
help someone else—then have faith in God as his Omnipresent Helper 
and Help. What was it that caused Noah to build the Ark and pre- 
pare for his safety in time of flood? Faith in God's leading. And 
the acting on that faith saved him from destruction in the flood. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

What did Jesus Christ do with Faith? He healed the sick, raised 
the dead, and resurrected his own body from the tomb. 

What must we have faith in to do healing and be healed our- 
selves? We must have faith in the healing power of the Spirit. 

Is any one too young to use faith? No. We should all have the 
faith of a little child to produce the best results. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—“I have the faith of 
God, and I have faith in God.” 


THE BRAVE-HEARTED 


He goes to his work with a song and a smile, 
He never says “‘maybe” and “‘after a while’— 
The fellow that’s willing to work. 
But he lives in the sunshine that gladdens today, 
And he lightens each load by his good-natured way— 
The fellow that’s willing to work. 
He isn’t afraid of trusts that expand, 
He doesn’t look forward to woe in the land— 
The fellow that’s willing to work; 
For he knows that the earth will give food, drink and air, 
And there’s always enough and a little to spare, 
For the fellow that’s willing to work. —Selected. 


“If you’re told to do a thing 
d mean to do it really, 
Never let it be by halves; 
Do it fully, freely.” 
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THE ORCHARD 


Son had a glorious time out to the 
farm last Saturday. If you had been 
in the neighborhood you would have 
heard a muffled boom coming from our 
field about every fifteen minutes. Daddy 
and son were dynamiting holes for fruit 
trees. Dynamite you know is a good, 
powerful friend. Some folks have 
thought of it as destructive, but that is 

ause so many times it has been care- 
lessly or wrongfully used. Dynamite used with knowledge 
and understanding, is a helpful force. 

he ground where we are planting our orchard has been 
a pasture for many years, so you see the earth has become 
hard and packed, making it difficult for the tree roots to 
spread and grow. Daddy digs a hole where we wish to 
put a tree and then plants some dynamite. Then he lights 
the fuse and he and son stand a little way off. Soon there 
is an explosion which shakes the ground where they stand, 
and cracks the earth for many feet in all directions. Way 
down underneath, where the tree roots are going to go, 
the earth is all broken up and soft. The roots of the little 
tree can reach ever so far and gather all the good proper- 
ties which are needed to nourish the tree and make big, red 
apples, nice juicy peaches and sweet, fat cherries. 

But if the ground remains hard and packed, the roots 
cannot force their way through, and the good properties 
remain locked in the soil. The tree is sick and starving, and 
the apples are small and withered. The cherries are few 
and sour, and there probably aren’t any peaches at all. 

So you can see how helpful friend dynamite is when 
we are careful to learn the right way to use him. 

Sometimes I think folk’s minds get just like our hard, 
packed pasture land. We get set in our way, and often it 
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is the wrong way. We squeeze our minds down to a cer- 
tain small groove, and never open it up to let God’s thoughts 
work through us. Then, because there is a law which 
equalizes things, we are apt to get dynamited. That is, 
something may happen to shake us up a bit. When we are 
all shaken and newly awake we wonder why we should 
have such experiences. Sometimes we call them troubles, 
or misfortunes. If our experience succeeds in breaking up 
the hard soil of our minds, and allowing God’s ideas to take 
root and grow there, then like the dynamite, our so-called 
troubles are helpful. 

No one seeing our garden now could doubt that it was 
holy ground. All the little green soldiers are standing 
straight and true in their long rows. Sometimes when I 
come upon them suddenly through the break in the hedge, 
I feel that I should bow my head. They are so sturdy 
and steady and true. If we were as steadfast and loyal 
to the Truth as they are, there is nothing we could not do. 

It seems to us that everything about the place is trying 
to help us and teach us and cheer us. We hope you all 
have gardens and that you have learned how to get the 
most out of them. Not only the best vegetables and flowers, 
but the lesson of simple, loyal living. 


JOY BELLS OF TRUTH IN SONG 
By Jessie Belle Nevius. A new Truth song book, con- 


taining songs suitable for all religious services. The tunes 
are new and original, and the words are constructive, filled 
with life-giving, healing power, carrying out the Truth idea, 
instead of the old idea of a far away heaven, after death. 

This book contains songs for every occasion, for the 
grown-ups and for the Wees, and we recommend it to you 
as being especially good. 

For further information, address— 

Jessie Belle Nevius, Albany Argus Newspaper Office, 
Albany, California. Via West Berkeley. 


The little seed, dropped out of sight, 
Springs up again, to find the light. 
So springs my spirit from the night, 
To find in thee, dear Lord, the Light. 
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“You know something that wish? 
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Iwsh were alittle fish. 


For fish] read so know true, 


They travel ina school theydo 
Our schools are nol like thal 2 bit, 
For in our-schodls we only sit, 

And read old books to find things out, 

CWhile fish would travel all about 

And learn the very things we know? 
By al them as they go 

wed travel hke the fish 

‘Tg learn things; why you know, wish 
‘The teacher principal,or men, 


‘Thal runs the schools would en 


Each morning for us witha train; / 
Of course theyd bring? us back again 
Each nightbut then again each day 
Cust take us miles and miles away, 
And wed sil back and rest and loalv 
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And learn without a bool’ 
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